No need to search. There was the little press, with 67
a page set up and partly printed, lumber thirty-six of
Robotnik. It was to be published on the twenty-fifth of
the month. The gendarmes looked at the press with
something of admiration and respect in their faces.
One man touched it with his hand curiously, as if
wondering how an object two feet high could be so im-
portant and make sport of them for so long a time.
The colonel of the gendarmes dictated his report,
one sentence that struck the P. P. S, like lightning. He
picked up a printed sheet and glanced over it. It con-
tained Pilsudski's leading article announcing that the
Socialists in Krakow were planning to publish a news-
paper of their own, for the Austrians had abolished press
censorship. It bore the title, "The Triumph of the Free
Word." It began:
Orlow, chief of the gendarmes of the czar, Nicholas I,
once said to an acquaintance who was starting westward on
a journey. "Will you do me a favor? When you reach Nurem-
berg, please go to the monument of Gutenberg, father of
printing, and spit in his eyes. From him comes all the evil
in the world."
"Aha! Gutenberg!" exclaimed the colonel of gen-
darmes. "Yes, yes, as you see, all evil in the world
comes from him."
The Triumph of the Free Word—at that moment
did his title sound ironical to the author? He stood by
with chained hands while the gendarmes packed the
press in a basket and sealed it. Many times its slow-
ness had irritated him, its noise had been a constant
danger, yet now watching the sordid, foul hands of the
police touching it, his heart ached as if the coffin lid
were closing on some one very near to him*
He made one request—to be permitted to take along
a copy of Slowacki's works, his favorite poet since
boyhood, his first teacher in democracy. The colonel
refused.

